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if A 


ND art t thou they, Ing lovely Creature, 
Only 2 fair | DefeRt of, Nature ?, 
Your ex does the delight, to Nm, 

Only with ev TY outward Charm? l 

That all your Care and Grace may b «6 

In ſetting off A lovely, Face? 90 

Was ſhe no ſingle Charm confign „% 

o Grace to beautify , the Migd2..:, 

That thus the Setting you eſteem, "s 

And quite neglect th* unpoliſh d Gem * 

What tho',thoſe lovely Cheeks, may e 

As Marble ſmooth, as white as Snπ%õ⁹¹ + 

And in thoſe Beds of Snow there glos 

(Nature's ſweet Paiut) a lovelier Roſe; 
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04) 
Yet Time will ſpoil the faiceſt Flow” Fe. T1 If 
And tell me what Is Beauty more? ?:? 
Is there no Charm then that can laſt | 
| When all this ſhort-liv'd Bloom is paſt 2 
| Nothing to ſooth the Heart · felt Care | 
In thinking of what once we were? 20 
Or is there ought can charm 1js more 
Than conſeious Beauty did before? 


. VIRTUE and Wiſdom, heav'aly Pair, 

O teach me now to warm my Fair | 

Teach me to make her Boſom'glow 

With ardent Love, bright Maids, for you. 

 Rightly to act, O give her Skill, 

| And to that Knowledge join a Wil. 
Give Her above her Sex to ſoar, | 
And ſcorn the Trifles they adore; 30 
Good natur 'd Wit, and humble Merit, 
An eaſy, tho' a lively Spirit, 
A Mind, another's Woes to feel, 
A generous Heart thoſe Woes to heal, | 
Nor let her Virtues give her Pride 35 
Another's Foibles to deride 3 | 
Be ſhe to them for ever blind, 

And only to her ewn unkind. 
The lovelieft Earth that e er was ſeen, '- 
Adorn with all that's Hes ven within. Fa 


Cs) 


© YET whillt you ufs your chifelt Art. 


Dear Maid, new Graces to impart 4 ids ba 
To thaſe which now your Mind »dorn,, = 
Not quite your outward Beauties ſcor, 
For Men of Senſe alike deſpiſe we 45 
The dreſt out Fool, or flurtiſh Wife. _ : 

Still mind that lovely Shape ind Air, * "G0 
Still let thoſe Ringlers of thy Haft Cocke 
Thus negligently- graceful flow SIG 
Around that Neck of roliſh'd Snow 3 | 10 
And ev'ry Grace your Lover ſees © en 
Preſerve, and heighten, if you pleaſe. 
Teach from each Charm your Darts to fly; 1 
And point the Light'nings of your Efe, 


Vet be another Thought confign'd 55 | 

To poliſh and inform your Mind. A ' 
On this employ your chief Reſpect, WY | 

And ſtudy this, nor That neglect. 

This to improve, the Pen I take, . 

And trifling Verſes fondly make; 60 | 

And Precepts.with Examples join. 1 
To point, and to in force the Line 108 * 
Indiff rent quite to other s Praiſe, wall 

Burt bleſt, if you approve my 1. 144% 4 


FIRST then, and 4 ee of m f 
For ſoon, too ſoon, its Power you'll prove. 
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Honey will Narbe Flies, Ange ebe 
And Fops will hiskiirin your ess, 
And titled Fools be ever near 


To whiſp r Nonſenſe 1 in, Ju Ear, 4 70 
Like Gnats that fly, a1 at ound the — 1 N 1 | 
or hurt the. .Spleny or. 'of your Fame; | 


| FLY TH 10 
Unpiried tho -them elves, ex pixg. .;. Wait 
Buxzing Yd deer Shavediant kee + Þ1 11 
Bur, Oh! beware the;Man of Senſe... 75 


Hark to his Vgies gn-no. Pretence,s oy * 

For when, his Tongus deſgends to teig, 
And counter ſeĩt the endet Pain. - . 
Abl what cam then poor man do?? 
Who can eſcape, when-fuch purfe? 80 
He o er the Flow!c$:fl185 like the Been ge vl ne V 
Kiſſes each ſcented Bligt and Tree: 
Till one He ſingles ff om the BOWw- “r, 1 
And robs, and then or ſaxes the Flow r. 
The raviſh'd Flowio langs doun its Heid, 85 
And mourns its Charms, and Tres ſure fled. 
Guard then ye Fair, your tenderchlearts, 

For Men have Tongues, and Love has Darts. 
How does the Youthiiyour Charms admire, 
Eer yet your Bteaſtt confeſs the Fire! 1 90 
But that once gain'd, away he goes, 

And petjur d leaves you to you Moes. 2710 
Whilſt you depriv.d of, at Relief, os" no" TH 
Sit like the Statue of ſome Grief, 


With 
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With flowing Eyes, diſheverd fair, 7% 
And deaf — eye Danke. „s 100 


© AH! whither flies my tremb bling beat? þ 
« What does my lovely Stefla fear? 89 „ 
« As coy as fait, ſhe lik& ſome Fawn ' {| - +, 
« Sims panting 6'er the levelLawns 109 
„ Through Woods and pathleſs Hills ſh* roams,.. 
« Till to her anxious Dam ſhe comes. 

« And flying fears the ruſtling Trees, 

« Which murmur to the whiſp' ring Breeze, . 
And trembles at the ſhiv'cing Vines, 107 
« Whilſt ev'ry Leaf its Terrors joins. 

* Ah! turn and fee, too tim'rous Maid, 
© By what vain Fears thy Breaſt's betray d. 
„ Nor Tyger fierce, nor Lion 2 4 
« Nor cruel Peaſt of Prey you fly. . 110 
* With full-blown Beauties, ripe for Man, 

* Whoever to her Mother ran? 5 
© Come, Stella, come, forſake her Arms, | 
2 And give to Ling Love thy Charms; * 


4 * 


THUS ſung. Sir Charles, nor r ſung i in rain, 115 
Stella rewards his tender Pain. 
And for a Month enraptur'd prov d 
How ſweet to love, and be belov'd, 
Then ſee, and O ye Nymphs beware, Sig 
The Brute diſcards the ruin'd Fair; 120 
ä Throws, 


(8) 
Throws, like a pois'nous Weed, away 
The Flow'r that chacm'd him for a Da. 


THERE 'was « Thing, as Poets feign, 
Call'l Modeſty in Saturns Reign; 
But when ſhe ſaw new Vices riſe, ny 
Bluſhing ſhe ſought her native Skies. | 
Maids fince improving more and more, 
Now ſmile at what they bluſh'd before. 
I own for this « greater Shame 
Should brand the careleſs Parent's Name. 130 
Dreſs, Pleaſure, Gatety, and Show, | | 
Is all they teach, and all they know. 
For ever bent on theſe, tis well 
If one in ten know how to ſpell. 5 
Why does ſhe not inſpire her Youth I35 
With Love of Virtue and of Truth ? 
Open th* Ideas of her Mind? 
And bid her Thoughts ſoar unconfin'd ? 
And teach her little Heart to glow 
The more ſhe knows, the more te know? 140 
Till perfect ſhines her tender Spirit 
Fit Conſort for a Man of Merit. 
The Mother once with Precept ſage 


Iaform'd the Daughter's tender Age, 


And by Example ſhew'd the Thought, 145 
Juſt were the Precep:s that ſhe taught. | 


Now 


_— 
Now eich new ; Plex re 4 1 8 along * wor ary 
The ire,” 15 and pr ightly Youn 
The Devil twining round the Root, 
Eirſt ſeizes chat. and ehen the K Ait-- 115 
Thus bred in Rutmand in Noiſe, nn 5 

W can ſhe taſte. dameſtick Jexs s- af 12 0 4 

42 thoughtleſs,/ gays and inſinegre, 2d 1505 ; wn 
And here, and. thete, and ev ry where, | 2M. 
How in herſelf , ming. blend : - ie end 
The Wife, the Wente che Friend? 1 
Tis hence ſuch & r ds by. Wedlock * din 
Thy Pray'r, FME have rd (4, * 


Fot as you fondly. pray d for Li: dang vis fg 21 
To make the ſcu'ptur'd Stone a Miſe, 16 5 
The marty'd peak a diff rent T 8 wt: 5 2044 T1 


And wiſh their TEA were turn d to Stone. 1 


Ar n i 

01 Wiſdom 40188 celeſtial, Fiir, a „ £419 
To make my barmer Mind thy Care! 
O! never call'd upon ig vain, i £2230 308 4 
Deſcend with all th heav/nly Train; 8 
Religious Thought, white Innocence, | 
Mild Temper, and ſaft Bitidence,,....- ; > | 
Submiſlive Sweerne(s, chaſte Neſer ve 
Fly ing the Praiſes, they deſetve; 1 
And Virtue bright, 29h Knorlefge mocks ap 
and Modeſty, with blulhigg Sigel... 
Good-nature ſmiling, Jene tefin d, 
Soft Heart, chaſte Soul, and ſpotleſs Mind: 
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TO N when. Cheri: lends an Far, 
And turns from yau becauſe ſincere, 
Say, Damon, don't you plainly ſee 
How prevalent is Flattery? 

He fings her Charms, you ſigh your Love, 
Mind who will moſt ſucceſsful prove. 
Who feels leaſt Pain, and has moſt Arr, 


Is ſureſt of a Woman's Hes feb. © 


IN Women none true Joy can find, 
Vicious or Fools are all the Kind, 
Falſe, fickle, fix'd alone to Sin, 
Angels without, all Fiends within: | 


FLAVYTA forgets her Marriage-Vows, 


Lives ſcarce acquainted with her Spouſe, 


Unleſs when to purſue her Life, 


His Purſe ſhe wants, then pleads the Wife. 


But when her Tongue proclaims a Battle, 
So very, very faft ſhe'll rattle, 

That all the Bells in Town you'd ſwear 
At once ene ringing in Foot Ear. 


SAYS . (whoſe holes Spirit 
Is always juſt to female Merit) 
Pardon me, Ladies, if it hurt ye, 
© All Women are by Nature dirty.“ 
Tho' when abroad the glitt'ring Fair 
Shows Gold and Jewels like K — 
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(K—) whoſe all-iccompliſh'd Mind 1... 


Strikes ev'ry other Jewel blind.) 


| 


THERE ne'er was Quarrel or Diſpute 


But Womin was the curſed Root, - 
Corinna flies from here to there 
With ready Tongue, and open Ear, 
To learn the Scandal of the Day, 
And talk her Neighbour's Fame away. 
With Her no Beauty, graces ? 
Nor Virtue=——nor T d Wit. 
That Bee both Pain and Pleaſure brings, 
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Now Honey yields, now darts her Stings. - 


For when her balmy Lips I preft, 
Ten thouſand Raptures fir'd my Breaſt; 
Again, again, I fought the Bliſs, 
New Tranſports roſe from ev'ry Kiſs; 
But when thoſe Lips for Joy deſign'd, 
Betray the rank ill-natur'd Mind, 
'Tis Water to my am'rous Fire, 
Stifles my Love, and damps Defire. 

I fear t' approach the blooming Roſe 
Which o'er a hidden Serpent grows, 
Thoughts of paſt Bliſs allure in vain, 
I'll ſhun the Joy t'avoid the Pain, 


MELINDA; won't your Foibles do? 
But muſt you aim at ours too? 


220 


225 


A ſtronger Reaſon you may find, 


; (12) 
O! leave to Men the Gaming Trade, 
Too rough a Folly for 's Maid: 
Why grows it then ſo much your Care 
That Sundays now no Sabbaths are? 239 
It is not that the Thing i is wrong. * ca. > 
For that none ever minded lomg © © 


A vice it is, a dammd one may be, * 6 
But what is that to any Lady? 


The only one that Women A 3 
Believe me, tis areal Caſe, c 
It certainly will ſpoil your 0 
Fer could you ' but behold the eilen: wa. ; 
That every little Loſs occaſions, 249 
How the Heart flutters, the Blood hoils, _ 
The ſtart ing Tear, tho hid iin Smiles, 
The wrinkled Brow, each loyely Feature , 
Diftorted to another Tre ature, & * ws 
You'd think of this e er bo 100 _ 245 
And ſave your Face, and your Eftare. + 

' To Superſtition Pen inclin' 'd; 
With Whims and Omens fills her Mind, 
If her Eye itch, her Ear but burn, 14 4 
The Dog ſhoild"how1 her Foot ſhould turn, 250 
Or any Dream ker Head affright, os 
She'll prophecy n es Morn, ro eee 3 
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(13) 
o! dear clarindi, hold thy Tongue, 


You're always talking, always wrong. b 
She ne er was filent for x Minute — 1 = lf 
The all ſhe ſays has nothing in ite. 


Nonſenſe like any Magpy, chatters, 
Talks all at once of diff rent Matters, 
Makes Reaſans prove her Notions Ts. "IP 
Which ſhow direct the oppoſite; i 
Whate'er you ſay, ber fluent Tongue 
Will ſoon convince you, You was wrong. 
If for your Eaſe you own ner right, 
You'll find you gain juſt nothing by t; 
You're wrong again, ſhe'l! plainly ſhow it, 265 
And contradicts herſelf to do it, 

Be wiſely filent then, for no Man A 

Could cer perſuade a talking Woman. 3 
Their Words bear little Weight we know., 
Therefore with eaſy Speed they flow, 27> 
Whilſt ours more ſlow, as being taught 

To bear the heavy Charge of Thought. 

As ſhallow Streams ſtill noiſy prove, 

And deep in ſolema Silence move. 


A 


Ir isnot virtue Women hear, 177 
Bur if they're chaſte, tis all thro' Fear; 
For when they once ha ve try d the Sin, 
They boldly go thro' thick and thin, 
And driak the Doſe that never faiiss 
To keep the Child from telling Tales. 20 


(14) 
Angels the Modell ft ſcarce ace. ; 
Th' Immodeſt ſcarce are match d in Hell · 
Hail, . It, double Fir. 1 
Thou Nature's moſt peculiar Care! MA 
Such Art on Thee ſhe deign'd t 'employ, _ 294 
She made the Girl almoſt a Boy, wy 
And form'd Thee with new Joys to firike 

My L--d and L- y both alike. 

O Venus, on our fair-ones ſmile, —_ 
And quit at length the Cyprian Iſle, 2993 
And hither euide thy tender Doves, 
Surrounded by a Train of Loves, 

With Mirth and Youth, and Laughter gay, 
Brieht Goddeſs, hither haſte away. | 
So ſhall ro Thee each Britiſh Fair 295 
With real Zeal prefer the pray'r- 

Nor think it much to bend the Knee, 

But mind no other Pow'r but Thee- 


> 


SELIND s little abject Mind 
Is ever to Revenge inclin'd, 300 
Men are bad Chriſtians, it is true, 
But Women are bad Heatheas, too. 


IN fair S$tatirs we may ſee 
The Queen of all Hypocriſy, 
Who with her Tonguc, and by her Eyes, 305 
At once can tell two diffrent Ljes. 


61 
BUT moſt I hate RY 7 "7 | 1225 7 
11) 


(However ſweer her Ficedhd 
Who, miſapply'ng; tires my Ear "NOR 
With Things beyond « Women's Sphere. * 310 
Whoſe Reading on ly ſerves to bfeed 7 
Clouds and Confuſiou in her Head. 
Be clean and neat; my lovely Creature 
Not wanr for Senſe, nor for Gdpd-netuny, TD 
And ever ſtudieus how topleafe, 1 
Let who will uke an Damen * _ 


rei 92 


WOMEN will ne'er their Minds meal, 
But when their Faces they conceal. 
Een H----y, who by his Trade is TW 
The Devil's Agent for the Ladies. 320 
(So true He knows this Matim) asks 
From Women, double Price in Mas ks. 
For this he ſwears to be the Caſe, -- 
That when a Lady ſhows her Face, | 
They are {o modeſt, and ſo nice, 8 
That every Side- Board ſerves him twice; 
But when in Masks ſo cloſe they ply 'em, 
He ſcarcely gets a Farthing by em. 
O! may the Great protect no more {1 
This Sanctuary for Knave.and W 330 
For Satan firſt appeat d in Mask, * 
When He began his fatal Task. 
He demn'd the World ia Masquerade, 
And ſtill his Sons purſue the Trade: 


a © 


Be 


1 . a * 


Be this then, Ae thy true Entomiunt, 335 
Thou'rt fit ore grand f ane. 4 


«x rok Her- ute have dobe Hh And why? 
By me no Reputation die” 

No one l name, not e e the Maid | 
Who firſt tod up the W.. g Trade, 340 
Then marries to conceal her Shüme, rand 
Pur who ſuſpects tlie wedded Dime? 
Nay, if the Fruits of former Crime 
Come half a Year before her Time, 

I only ſay the Thing' s not common 345 
To ev'ry honeft vulgar Woman ; 
Or ſhould ir be atfother's Caſe, n 
Stie ne er perhaps could ſhow het Face 3 
But by her Birth each Lady ma 
Deſpiſe whatter the World can ſay ; 310 
May make her Title her Defence, 
And look as bold as--Infiocence. 


SAY ye; who in decliniag Age 
Are tott*ring off Life's tedious Stage, * 
Don't we improve with Taſte refin d 375 


On all the Joys you leave behind? 
Fooliſhly wiſe each Bay you ſpent 

oa Buſineſs ce om Books intent, | 
Nor the dull Mind with Mirth'unbent, | 
Til! Phebus to his Theris went. 360 


(17) 


Put now convine'd, Life all agree 
Should be like Wit extempore.. 
And charming Scenes of new Delight. | 


Fill each bleſt Hour from Mor till Night, 


D 
And ſing and ſport each Hour away. ' 


Thus all the Year we dance and play, 


Een gay Elize owns the Town 

Has Ways to make our Life'go down. 

« *Tis well enough, if he muſt ſpeak, 
All but that diſmal Paſſion - Week. 


HOW falſely do the Men ſuggeſt, 
Friendſhip ne'er dwells in Female Breaft 
See what a Proof the Sex can ſhow ye, 
In fair Menimia, charming Chls: ; 

Fond as the tender Turtle-Dove, 

Each breathing Conſtaney and Love; 
Friendſhip like this tis Death muſt part, 
And parting break the other's Heart. 
But ah! a dire Miſchance attend, 

Who could expect it from « Friend? 

A Ball was made, a Card was ſent, 

Cbloz was ask'd, and Coz went; 
Monimis finks beneath the Evil, 

And each is hated like he Devil. 


WOMAN, the fick leſt Thing in Nature, 
Is ev'ry Hour a diff rent Creature. 
f C 


ne 
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380 


385 
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See Sylvius breathing Love's (off Sighs, 
On Clelia's ſnowy Boſom Hes, 
And ſhows how tenderly he barns | 
In vowa which chus the Fair returns. 350 
Silent awhile, ſhe breaths a Sigh, © © 
Bends on the Youth her melting Eye, 

Her Looks ſpeaking all Tenderneſs, 

Her Hands his Hand with Fondneſs pres, - 
Awhile ſhe looks, ſhe ſmiles, ſhe fighs, 397 
Till thus the artful Fair replies: 1 
4 $ylvius, thou dear bewitching Youth, 

(“ Witneſs, ye Pow'rs, I ſpeak the Truth) 
To me thou'rt all that Heav'h can give, 
* For thee Id die, in the I live.” 400 
Her darting Eyes ſhotout Defire, . 
Her ſwelling Breaſt confeſs d the Fire, 
Love-ſpeaking, Love-prevoking Smiles, 
And al! thoſe dear alluring Wiles, 

The artful Fair are axill d to play, 407 
Spoke how her Soul diſſolv d away. 
Whom could not ſuch a Maid deceive ? 
How could he hear, and not believe? 
Bur *tis not in the PO ̃ t of Art 

To dive into a Woman's Heart, "<7 
For ſee this faichful conſtant Fair 
Forſakes the Lord, and keeps s Play'r- 


oh; could I juſtly ſmooth my Lays, | 
And like their*Chirms their Vir tues praiſe | 


That 


90 


97 


But Cenſure is « Task 1 hate. 


46 
That Theme true Pleafure would create, 


42 57 þ 
BUT where's the Maid, whole Converſe ſweet 

Can yield the Mind « hi uly Treat? 

Who, whilſt th enraptur'd Soul is hung 

Upon the Muſick of her Tongue, 410 

With Honey flowing Lips can move 

The Heart, the Mind, the Soul to Love? 

From whoſe dear Voice Perſuaſion flies, 

Who u ears a Meaning in her Eyes, 

Whoſe lovelieſt Looks and Charms we find 425 

But Emanations of her Mind; 


Like Stars whoſe Beauties ſtrike the Sight, 


Whilſt That's the Heav'a that gives em Light; 
That Mind ſhe ſtudies how to arm 

With every Love-attrafting Charm, 439 
Till perfect form'd, it ſhines replete 

With Senſe ſubmiſſive, Temper ſweet, 

Each melting Way, each gentle Art, 

And all that Tenderneſs of Heart 

That makes the hardeſt Breaſt obey, 435 
And wins th'enraptur'd Soul away. 

Conſtant ro Charms like theſe we prove, 

And Reaſon 1s the Root of Love, 

For hence the loving loved Wife 

Can ſweeten ev'ry Care of Life, 440 
Can ſooth each Trouble that annoys, | 


Oc by partaking raiſe our Joys. 
yp 4 Joys ** 


( 29). 


HOW few with ſuch bet fections nine! 
vet, Delia, all theſe Charms are thine. * 
My Angel! make my So T3 Throne, 45 
And with my Boſom blend thy own. © 
For none the Paſſion that I feel can tell, 


No one can conceive, for None have lov d ſo well. 
| f { 
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